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ah incidehi ON the 3ea shobe.

BY MARTHA. RUSSELL.

Ernst ist das Lrhen.

\'t ut midway between Sachem's Head ant

\;. Beach, these well-known watering pla
or the C nnccsicut Bhore,.a email cove oi

]a:,.j. like a silver tongue, up into th<
nl: and the waters, as if weary of thi

.1 r'fo :uid moaning eeawarih olinj
e I,, the shore in little curves ana dent*

^ : jt o tt slender silver arms amGng fchi
*-r,v i-eugea of tho marsbe*. as if seek
V .

iitl.'.' d quiet which it ia their dee

-1 of water.that small cove

j, : t tr. mo 1 white, wave-nbboi sand
|, cd Ij n circlet of houses, the grec-n, rani

a»id a 1"W range of broken upland
.J, worthy of the name of hills, but suffi

,V h it oif all objects landward, save i

1.. ; Yon in th« distance, which indicate
, .no of the Tatcket range of hills.

.v.trd roll oetusdcssly the blue ware
rn-' "'h ; along at the dir

i ir jra one half mile to some fonr or fiv
, In m shore, aro scattered a dozen or mur

« ; list Jjt the dial {.led boif m of tho sums
fuuiiaer se* "'.

high witor, mere hummocks of rocl
i. overrun by rock pear, a species c

' :ari"g blossoms of delicate yellow, witl
I there a stunted pine; others long

i irrep reaches of sand, ea*y of access, am
t'. :'.re the choson locations of "fish houses.'

.. their accompanying reels, great clnma;
in ivhich, with the salty, white seim"

r d over thoir long arms, remind one o
cii'jy to do battle with the storms ; am

;ii w of tho larger rook-bound nooks o
;r u v. where the whortleberry and tfc
i-rb.n/ thrive in piofitsion, and the whisper
; p : « and ancient bass-woods shelter, sum

i r summer, gay parties of pleasur
: old and young.
j rid these, the view is unbroken, eav

v: n. on a clear, sunny day. tho shores o
i ; :.-!tnd loom laintly through the distancs

o. azuro, and j»earl-hued, liko the walls c
in' i.dtanted city. Many and many a time

v;bcn i hildj have I watched these shores iron
. \e M jdcd hillside pasturo above our ol
h -tcttd, and thought of the New Jerusalem
r its walls of precious stones and its gate
.. : -vrl, whore there is no more night.

1 ncse few islands arc not without their lc
' !-.t:y lore, as every ono is aware who "ha
i r been honored with a seat in tho sxrn o
i.n i fisherman's boat, whon he pulled off, ii
t gray dawn or evening twilight, to visit hi
i i\- . pots, or has shared his lunch with or.
( J the "outer reef, when hanger grew to
'l:rn ;;en for tho patience of a fisherman.
1 of buccaneers and smuggler/?" and

th to say, the initials of Captain Kyd, wit!
the dnto 1687, cut in the solid rock on th
i that tears hia name, and sworn to a

tie by the "oldest inhabitant," gore
.0 coloring to the former, to Bay nothing c

the rjcat cavity excavated in tho rock, an
i s;a the famous Captain's "Punch Bowl.

it whatever these islands might have beci
in fo. mo* times. they are noted now only as

..t p ca for pic-nics, and, last, but by n

least, as the bast fishing ground in th
rcA- ; and the above description, vre trusl
«i-' call to more thaa one reader the lonj
fi :n?r d;us when, with some silent, grim vit
,od o'd fisherman by his side, he sat in th
jckmg boat, and hand mbaud, <1t^w in Li
:,c. wi.h its laundering, fluttering prey, oi

i, r;. t'd (.f his sport, lay musing in tho stern c
the boat, until

ihc charmed sunset lingered low adowa
In tiie red West,"

rr i t heart and eye and soul to tho ecen<
: !ii>. with its tumoila and bitter striving:

i f.-reign and accidental, and ho felt, wit!
the Lotus Eaters.

" There is no joy bat calin."
h. hamlet iteelf is email, and, though, boas!

mg a hotel duly graced with verandah an
? iii/. :, almost every house is opened in tu

rr.rucr time, as a boarding or lodging house
r is generally well-filled, not, of course, b

<be i)i'-*t f-.shionnble, but by quiet countr
p.vrL s. people of straightened means, with pal:

-looking children, stout middle-aged gen
iiriaen who com? there because their father
oii '>?. rc them, who swear at the new-fangle
'< A'ery at tho "Head" cr "Beach," wher
i: v go occasionally to dine with a frieuc

themselves on knowing tho best iishin
,r d. call tho old boatman by the soubri

which each usually bears in sucn a piac<
make a great impression upon new core

especially women and children. Add t
some dozen of gentlemen from all quai
amateur fishermen, genuine lovers of Mi

: und line, and you have a sample cf th
.ny " which most docs " cougrcgato'' a

the Caff,
V< to the inhabitants proper.they arc a

'.h ious race, living equally well on land c

keen, shrewd observers of character
a htd. given to "taking in" men as we

1: h. tb-equious and obliging enough t
0 r-, but notoriously quarrdhiome amon

themselves. '

1 k.vwv not whether animals of amphib
is ha'its arc more irascible and beiligercr

' 1: ^: but the bipods of those haraiel
i io . ni .bly given to infirmities of tempo
id eir chief notion of liberty seems to t

if right of ' going to law."
-. e vetrs ago, it was roy fortune to spen
weeks io this place. It was in the heigt

«:! 'the «c!isr.n," and the old farm house of ou

-i, M. Q was crowded with boar<
wlio presented ths usual variety of eharai

' r. Amocg them were three, who inteioste
n t-xcetui»vgly. Two cf these wero a roothe
;,c i daughter.quiet, reserved people, wbot
g. raen.i of plain, d'-ep mourning, served t

di m the ri;rro- that thry were n minlBtt-r
low and child. The mother looked lis

no who 1 re the burden of sorao unspokericf; and this was in part explained, whe
'o kci cn the small, delicate figure of h(

d-o.^l.tpr, and noticed the deformity of tt
'ne between the shoulders, which no art <

rw-s ccu'd wholly conceal. They never mir
I v.i'.u the boarders in the common rooi

<' n t' e l.ivrn, bet wandored, hand in ham
n the beach, or tat by the open wir

t thi ir room, (which was divided froi
- n only by a thin pine partition,) rea<

-b ometimes the poets, Milton or Word
but of ener, from the Bible, tho sublim

f David and Daiah, or the burnin
r of Paul. The landlord called the rnothi

Dav.nport, and the latter addressed tt
I us Bertha, and that was all I knew

them.
1 i»e other person, whose presence was foe

'"r 'iiy busy mind, was Adrian Yanoesr-e,'i Man cf some thirty-five years.at leas
I gud, b :t he might have had a dczo
m re or ler?, for his face and fignre wci

in that grand, noble, almost severe muni
n which Time seemo to leave no impross.
ID proved to be a former acquaintance ac
w traveller of my dear charge and your

r itivc, Walter Aynton. Tbey had met,
^ nter cr two prcviou?, in Cuba, and now r
ne*.;d their acquaintance with pleasure. Ii
deed, Walter was delighted with this rcncontr
Mt cr.thusiastio in his praises of his Irion
d not without reason; for Vannesse attaobi

lirneclf to our party, and I eoon found that,
i:c accomplishments and varied knowledge

tiie man of the world, he united rare scholar
^tainicente, habits of deep, original though

' c rctst love for the truth, and that rare ar
res.--? less individuality which wins and coi

mauds at the same time. Tenderness equal
i woman's, too, I coon felt him to possess, wh<
he t.ok my young cousin undar his cbarjj
-nd made my office of nurse almost a tinecui
But with all thcec rare qualities, combined wi
wealth and that personal presence which
tetter than beauty, I felt that Adrian Va

j 1e
if f.
,f .
e

t ,
a

; vol. vm.
neeao lackod something. I could not watch him
and Walter long together, without feeling that
that slender boyjitudcnt, with his pale cheek
and sunken eye, pawing bo slowly, yet, as myheart told me, so surely, away from earth, wasfar the richer and wiser of the two, for Adrian
was an infidel.
Something.I know not what.but somc1thing in his early experience had come to givestrength and depth to thoso doubts that sooner

r
or later beset hucb earnest, inquiring natures

s
as his, and he had taken refuge in a refined

e species o^ materialism. This knowledge was
an inference drawn from a scries of incidental

* remarks, rather than ftoni any opon statement
j of his own ; for he was no vulgar aseerter of

his creed, no Jesuitical proselyter, bent uponbringing every cr.o to his views.
To Walter Ayntcn, pain and illness had been

the angel with whh'h he had wrestled, like Ja
cob of old. until he had obtained the bloksiDg,'' ih- unspeakable blessing, of perfect faith and
trust in G id. Thus it was, in all our conver"rations on life and life's ends, that all that
seemed dark and intricate and contradictory.Waiter trusted to God, certain that in the life
beyond it would all be made clear in the

g 'brightness of the everlasting light." But I
could lead no corresponding faith in the dark
ey < 3 of Vauncosc.no glow of hope lit up thee calm, stern features of his grandly-chiseled face.e One glorious day, as we sat beneath the
shade tree-i on the lawn, Adrian read, in soft,
deep tones, that most musical, most mel&uoholy,
because most hopeless of all Tennyson's poems,
the " Lotus Maters;" and as be closed he rc*peatod, more to himself than us. and as if in
answer to some query of his own mind.

2 " Ttiere is confusion worse than death ;
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labor unto aged breath.
f Pore task to hoarts worn out with many wan,

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot stars."
'f Then added, slowly, "And this is the Bum of
j. arc!"
* There wad something so sad, so inexpressibly
0 hopeless, in his voice, that for a brief moment

it d-d seem that this wero indeed all.then a
" bright glow lit up Walter's pale chock, and he
0 sai<»:

t; Not so, dear Vanncsse. Old Ulysses teaches
0 a higher, better doctrine than that, heathen
f though he be!"

And, taking the book from Adrian's hand,
>l he read the noble poem that bears the name
si of the sage Gf Ithaca.that poem so replete
11 with kingly dignity, self-conscious power, meldaneholy fortitude, und maaly self-reliance, eoft'>*-ned and beautified by the memory of joys and
8 trials long since " lived down," but which have

mado him
>"" Strong to will,

s To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield."
1 Vanne.-so did not reply for some moments:

and Walter, perchance mistaking the cause of
9 his silence, said, reaching out a thin hand, that
0 was instantly folded in that of his friend.
s " Forgive me, Adrian. 1 have lived fewer
- years than you, in number: bat suffering,

though bitter, is a rare teacher; and it seems
k to mo uncommonly cowardly, so to speak, to
0 doubt the existence or tbo goodness of God."
3 "1 dJ not doubt the existenoo of a First
9 Cause.Providence, Creator, God.by what'fevor name you choose to designate it," begand Vannesso, fclcwly. '-He must be an idiot who

does that. But what is this speck of a world
a to an Infinite Being, such as wo conceive him ?
a What arc we, that he 6hcuid stoop to interfere
0 with our affairs, or take note cf our trivialities 1
8 Your old Syriac Job felt this keenly, when he

exclaimed, 4 What is man, that thou shouldst
A magnify him ; that thou shouldst set thy heart
u upon him; that thou shoaldst visit him moru0ing and evening, and try him every mo£meet 13 And, as to ids goodness and benevo*lence, look yonder ".and, by a glance, he didrooted us to where the slight figure of Bertha

Davenport was slowly toiling up from the
beach." there is an argument to the point.
What baa that young girl done, to be thus

;. cursed from her birth? fendowed, if her face
J nr»fc VvnJin Hat wifVi »11 U'.mian'a

h yeanling for companionship.love.:ind yet
ehut elf, by that organic curse, ftom ail but
woman's sorrows. Think you her unbiased

5. verdict would say much for His goodness ?"
d For a moment Walter's face was troubled :

ft then, as Le caught the love lighted glance
, which tho girl lifted toward the wiDdow where
y Lcr mother tat. and saw tho spiritual exprcsysion of the email, sweet face, his own lighted

up, and, rising and laying his hand on Adrian's
,1 shoulder, he said, earnestly.
s

" Indeed, I do think so, my friend. Once,
J this same thing would have troubled me : but,
o now 1 know, Adrian ; for,

1, " Knowledge by suffering entereth,
(t And life is porfected by death."

Ch.ar.ce, as he would call it, gave Adrian Vanb,nesee an opportunity to ask these questions
1- himself, in the course of a few days, as the inooident I am about to relate will show,
r- It was toward the last cf August, when, afetor rcvoral weeks of extrcmo heat, there came

,c one of those intensely hot days, when the earth
it is like ne great kiln, and the very atmosphere

like molten lead. The sea lay flat, motionless,
n pulseless.prostrated beneath the fierceness of
ir the sun's ray;-.the sedges were crisped and
r, dry and Lu-ky, as if a lire had paused over

II them.
0 | Tkero was no comfort anywhere.towards
g night tho air, instead of growing eoolor, eeeniied to be stiller, sultrier, more stifling, if possii-ble, than before, and, leaving Walter on a

it sofa, Adrian Vajinesee and I walkod down to
ts the beach. We did not gain much, for the
r, sand rcorcbed our eyes and our feet; besides,
le it was " dead low water," and tho great bare

muddy flats lay reeking and steaming in the
d sun, in all their unsightlincss; for, whatet£r
it may be true of the great ocean, 1 am certain
ir that everything cart into the sea near ehoro
1- docs not
3. } " Suffer a sea change
(tj Into something rich and strange."
.r However, we walked on, until we left the
;e hamlet behind us, and reached a dilapidated
;o fish-house, which served to shelter tho man

e i who acted as Charon in all our sailing and
;o j fishing expeditions. Once or twice, I bad penentrated into the hidden mysteries of the place,
n I for tho eake of seeing the man's bed-ridden
Jr mother.a great, gaunt, skeleton of a woman,
,e half palsied, who eat up in her bunk, sick or

)f well, and not seine.
x. The man himself was a srccimen, both in a

ra physical and psychological view, not

j, " Lean and lank and brown,
l- I As is the ribbed sea sand,"
n like the ancient mariner, but sturdy, and, &3

i- Vulcan himself, with a complexion like the red
s- I earth, of which he was .formed ; neither hnd
ic he the long " white beard and glittering eye,"
ig which wrought snob ft spell upon the luckless
r wedding guest, but n beard short-, and stiff,
le and grizz'od, like a mildewed stubble-field, and

of! a 1 ght gray eye. overhung by massy, shaggy
eyebrows. But, liko to old Chaucer's "Shopidman:"

a "Of a nice conscience, no great care he kept;"
"s nor over his temper either, judging trom the
,n many stories we heard of his fierce, ungevcrnroable rage.bursts of passion, that proved him

more fit f^r the tnad-houee thsn elsewhere;
yet bia neighbors had not foiled to take advantageof this infirmity, and had involved him in

;E law-suit after law-suit, and given him one
a month's residence in the oounty jail aftor another,until he had been reduced from the
n* ownership and mastership of a pretty echooneier, to one or two pe* sail-boats, and had exchangeda comfortable home for this miserable

shelter, in which, with hia old mother aud bis

only remaining child, a bright eyed boy of ten,
he contrived to weather out summer and win'yter.
Oae redeemii g trait of manhood ho had

^ kept through all.bo was always true to his
n" word, and on all our expeditions was punctual
10 to a minute. For the rest, to quote again from
:n Chaucer:
|C> " In his own craft to reckon well the tides,
e- The sea s deep currents, and tho shoals besides,
til The sun's height and tho moon's, and pilotage,
is There was none such from Hull unto Carthage.''
n- Now he sate ou a decayed piece of timber

4
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without the hat, with his tarpaulin jammeddown upon his head, and his red flannel shirtelectee rolled up above his elbows, splicing a
parted rope. Adrian exchanged a word or twewith him about their plans for the next morning,and we passed on to where the lee of a
rocky point proipised some hope of shelter
from the sun. Here we sat, and pertinaciouslycalled up visions of icebergs and Polar seas, ol
wintry shipwrecks and frozen mariners, not
forgettirg

" The schooner Hesperus,That soiled tho wintry son,And the skipper who took his little daughter,To boar him companie."
But it was in vain: we could not even raise

an imaginary breeze. The pale, coppery skyseemed to shut down closer and cloeer over oh,and we could only sit and laugh at our own
f illv. At length there ceme one or two slightpuff-- of air from the westward, and Adrian,who was well versed in the signs of the weather,
suggested that we should go home before the
storm overtook us.

I laughed at tho idea of a storm: but. helpingme up the rocks which had sheltered us on
the west, he pointed to where, all along the
western sky. from the horizon towards the
zenith, stretched fine lines of pale, ycllow iight
eaymg.

^

- *

" Look ! there is the proof of my words; and,
see,'' he continued, climbing to tho highest
point, which gave us an out-look beyond the
range of hills to the north and west, 11 there it
comes, in good earnest."
And all along the west stretched a cloud,

black as night, save where its beautifullycurvededge was bordered with a strip of clear
silvery hue.

VV'e shall hardly have time to reach home,"
observed Adrian, as he watched its giant etridee
up the western sky.

Still we lingered, in awe and admiration,
until, lighting up its edge for a few moment*
with a richer splendor, the sun disappeared
beneath it, and its black shadow fell ou land
and sea. Then came the muttered thunder,
followed by tho crinkling lightning. There
was a pause, while the light streak near the
horlzou rapidly widened, and the ocean moanedand rocked in long, undulating swells; and
then came a roar as of many waters.a rush
as of the wings of mighty winds.and tho storm
was upon us.not of mero rain-drops, but a

thick, blinding, bewildering spray and mist,
driven beforo the fiercest of winds.

Adrian Vanneece drew his strong arm about
me, arid started for the fisherman's hut, the
only accessible shelter: but he proceeded but a

few'pacea, before he stopped short, exclaiming,
in a tone of horror.

' Good God! what madness!"
And, following tho direction of hie glance, I

saw, through tho thick mist and spray, for one

moment, tho white sail of a beat, a few rods
distant from the rocky point we had just left;
for one moment, then came a loud, shrill, fearfulcry of agony and deathly fear, swelling
abovo the storm; and tlio boat, and he who utteredit, went down beneath tho leaping waves

" Mako for tbe but!" shouted Adrian Yanncsso.
And the next moment I was alone, and he,

followed by another wild, bare headed figure,
that came rushing along the beaebjhad dashed
into tho surf.

1 aid not heed the storm, scarcely moved or

breathed, until Vannesso emerged from the
water, followed by our old boatman, bearing
in his arms a human body; then 1 fled to tbe
hut, and reached it in time to sec them enter,
and Jay down upon the floor the body of the
boatman's only son. Tho man looked at nc

one, heeded no one, nor even replied to hi3 old
mother's scream of terror; but, lifting the lad's
head to his knee, wrung tho water from the
tangled, sun-burned locks, and chafed tho cold,
wet hands.
"Hold your tongue, mother!" he cried, al

last. " There's life in tho lad yet! Get up.
you old fool, and gio mo the blanket, can't
ye ?"

" Oh ! Dave, Dave, man! the lad ncver'll
breathe again.he's clean gone!" screamed
the old woman, but he cut her short with a

volley of curses, and, with a sudden jerk, drew
the ragged coverlet from beneath hor old
bones, and wrapped it round the child.

Adrian Vannesso knelt on tho earthen floor,
and lent all his aid to assist the father in hieffortsto resuscitate the bey.but in vain. Al
length, pointing to a dark bruise on his tem
pie, he eaid.

" My poor friend, this is useless. Your boj
will never speak or move again. He is dead !'

" Not speak again.r.Ot move.my Billy.
the handiest, smartest lad in the whoio Covedead! " said the man, dreamingly. " Yon lie!'
ha shouted, turning suddenly upon Vannerse
" he never minded a ducking.he ain't dead!'
and, ho again cet to chafing tho stiffened
limbs.

Adrian did not reply otherwise than by r'a
cing the miserable father's hand over the pulse
less heart. The xnua urew back with a start
and a shudder that ran through his giaul
frame, then, sinking down on the floor, ho sal
gszing into the child's paio, open lace with a

look of vacant dumb misery.
"Dead! dead! He'll never hail the skifi

again.never. Ob, my boy ! my boy! " and
the groans of the stroDg man in hie agony wel
nigh overpowered tho raging of the stoira.

Suddenly tho old woman raised herself up
and said, in a tone that was a strange blend
iiig of childishness and -authority :

" It's tho hand o' God, Davcy.the hand o
God!"
"Then why didn't, he take you, you old

worthless hulk, or me, who am good for noth
ing but to die. and not the laughiu', happv
bey!" said the miserable man, angrily. "Ah
Hilly, lad.the last o' ten.all gone! all gone
gone where ? " he muttered, ai if a new though!
was struggling in upon his grief. Then turn
ing to Adrian Vanaeeec, he seized his arm, enc

said, eagerly
" Ye are a larced man, sir, an' I believe s

good un ! I've heard ye and tolher un readin
an' taikin' in outlandish tongues, eech as th(
likea o' me don't understand, an' ye know *

great many things.say, where is my boy gono 1
Shall 1 ever see him agin ?"
And he.the ail accomplished man of th(

world, tho rare scholar, tho deep thinker
who prided himself on tho strength cf his reason,and boasted that man's intellect was euf
licient for his wanto...food d«mb before th<
mighty mystery of Djath ! Among all his tine
wrought arguments and subtleties of the intel
leet, there was not one which could give com
fort to that wretched, questioning lather, oi

lift his bruised spirit above the lifeless lump o!
clay at his feet!

"It's a' in the Bible, man," muttered the ole
crone. "Surely, Dave, I gin je good tchoolin
in the days long sin'."
"Aye, and bad enough sin, mother," mur

mured the man."so it is e'en as broad as 'ti:
long;" and again he bent his deep, carno«1

gaze upon Yrannesse; but, before bis lips conic
utter again the startling, " Where is he gone?'
a slight figure, with dripping black garment*
clinging to ber delicate limbs, and long goldc-r
curls streaming over her shoulders, came softlj
from a remote corner of the room, and, laying
her small white baud on the arm of the giac
boatman, said, oarnestly, in low, silvery tones

that seemed, somehow, to carry with then
oonviction:

" He has gono to God sir.thai," pointing tc
tho lifeless body, " is only the form, the shell
in which your little boy lived while here. Now
he has gone home, to our Father in Heaven
whero there is neither sin, nor sorrow, noi

pain."
The bereaved father looked straight into th<

cloar, angel face of tho young girl, full a mo

ment, before he replied:
" If He is our Father, Miss, and good as yoi

say, why did he let him die? I wouldn't a le
him."

" That yon may be the more willing to follov
him, perhape," said the girl. "Tell mo," shi
went on, "yon havo lived a long time; ha
life been so very pleasant.would you brinj
him back, to live just the life you have lived?'
The man turned his thoughtful glance fron

wfi
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her faco to that of the dead, a moment, befcro
he replied:
"No; if He is good, as yon say, he is better

off there. But shall I ever see him, agin, Miss ?
Is it true, what them parsons say?" he added,
anxiously.

" Yes, you shall see him, if you obey od,
for you ' phall go to him, but he shall return
no more to you,' was the quiet answer ; .and
then, in that low, sweet tone, she went to
speak of God.not as the unknown.the infinite,over whose essence and attributes philosopherslose themselves in a waste of words,.but
as the all-wise, all-good Father, and of the Ion,
who 'carrieth the lambs in his bosom to
whom even the most poor and igoorunt Day
come, and find pardon and peace.

Adrian Vannesse never forget that Ic- son.
With Bertha Davenport leanmg on his C"ber
arm, wo walked home after the tempest had
spent its fury, and learned how she. too, had
been caught in the storm, and forced to c/sk
shelter in tho fisherman's hut; but ho ti^id
little or nothing until we reached tho porch of
our temporary home. Then, taking hor bird,
and baring his head, as if in reverence, he
said:

" Pardon me, Mias Davenport, and do me the
justice to believe that I ask frcm ao idle motive.But this religious faith of yours.tell uie,1 has it brought you rest ? Is it suftic-cnt f&Nll
times and seasons ?"
The sweet, child-like face was raised to his

a moment, in surprise; then, pointing to where
the black clouds rolled in jagged masses over
the western sky, she said:
M There ecme days and hours, in all live/-.

certainly in mine-r-wben clouds and thick
darkness are aboul us, like those yonder ; but
I know that behind them shines the sure sun
of God's love; and I Lave peace.-deep and
abiding peace."

And, surely, no one who looked upon that
sorene, thoughtful face, could doubt it.

Adrian Vannesse. like his great model, Saul
of Tarsus, after suffering grievous temptations,
is now a preacher of God's truth; and wheu
doubt or discouragement beset him, as thoy
sometimes will, be has only to look down into
the clear eyes of her whom he once thought
born only as the heritor of woman's sorrows,
to read there a never-failing evangel of faith
and hope, as he whispers the sweet, fond v/crcs,
" My wife."
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FONTAINEBLEAU.
Dear Friend: The delicious spring wcatier

tempted us out, and, with a merry paity, made
Tip of Dr. Bob and friend. Lucy, Air H., and
myself, we set off per railroad for Foufcainoblouu.Ah! what words can put on paper the
exhilaration tho warm, sonny breathings of
the green earth gave up, as we flew along tho
banks of the Seine, and over the hazy-tinted
level of tbo country about Paris.luo modern
Athens, with its crowded streets, where toweringhouses shut in the foul, foggy air, where a
winter unusually severe had shivered, weary
days and nights had educated us to a jfoper
enjoyment of the budding spring. Ajy tho
sunny paet came up.eamo up tbe sparling
wine-cups, golden fruit, eong, and danoo.. Tho
railroad, with its quick, iron ring, scorned ^eud;ing us from the hard, Buffering prtscn , into
the joyous "land of romanco. To such 'tijoy,ment ono must bavo a preface, and miA- had

i been days and months of anxiety, eary and
> physical suffering. The absence of thc^-suf[heed to make one content: but kind "jifll-^oart!ed nature soothed me like a tir^d child- Yet
> more.the country I looked upon had trany

features in common with tho Mac-a iheek
plaitip, where surly winter ye: lingers, ai d my

; mind took up the saddest and merriest i, iys of
life, to blend them in tho prcsont. 1 la 'ghed,

: I cried, I clapped my hands like a gir ; and
the good hearts with me took up> the 1 lelicg,
and we sang " Home, sweet, sweet home " in a

style boyonu the reach of Jenny Lind.
. Arriving in Fontaicebleau, wc scornc*!, like
r true originals, the fashionable hotel, a/d put

up at a enowy, quiet little inn, with brick floors
and orc-okcd stairs, all flavored considerably of
the dajs of old. My huge room, with litjfo bed
in ono corner, with queer, antiquated fur^ituic,

t Lad a balcony under tho window; andr'whiie
sitting on this, had I teen Don Quixo1 o and

P. r>
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r Dapple, ride down the narrow, eilent st eet, I
' should not have been at all surprised- The
. frame-work of that golden picture ia yo' there.

to keep in countenance the personages, tbould
' they again appear.

One day was too much like the olhe- for a
' record. You know how I despise acct jnts of
I inanimato things, and, for further pari iculara

of castle and contents?, 1 must refer yol to the
- proper work, to bo had on tho grour i, and
. which commences? in thia true Niagara- gtsidetbock, style: "Oh! you who, to discover and
t admire the capricious marvels of tho world,
t traverse the earth and brave tho seas, oOn-e to
i Fontaincbleau." 7'he fact is, we acted :noro

like children turned loose from school, .ban
[" people who had " traversed the earth snd

braved the seas'' to eenie to Fontainelbcau.
I We wandered through the woods, having been

krg enough freni the forcers of our native
,

land to respect any sort of attempt in that line.
1 We rowed to and fro upon the long canal; we

invaded the sanctuary of tho ewans, upon tho
island in the centre of their lake, where Napoleonretired to consult upon the somewhat sc[rices proposal of a resignation; wo sang Hail

. Columbia " and tho " Mar-spangled Banner;5''
r we lunched in the magnificent "Salle dec

Guides: " recited ia tho little theatre built fcr
! Madame de la Pompadour; and at last sat Dr.
t Bub up»cn the throne in the grand throne room,
. and went through a meek presentation with
i more fun than dignity. Indeed, the m< tk sovereign,with a c*p turned up in front for a

i crown, and with our trains improvised from
shawls, cloaks, and table covers, were too ri»aiculou8 for dignity. It is to be Lop>cd the matiter is better doDo when played on a grander

? scale ; but, to tell you the truth, I fell over my
train, while fcucy and Miss K. fairly wheeled

j round, shocking etiquette by so marching out.

(
No one must suppose for a moment that thia

is the ordinary style of seeing Fontaintbleau.
. By no manner of means. We are fortunate in
5 being the friends Mr. K, tho architect, now
. engaged in building fcr Louis NagiMeon a

. theatre, on a more cxtoctive scale tha^'tbat cf

. the little one constructed for Madar^ft de la
P Pompadour, and with which NapoF »n and
F Josephine were so delighted. Our fricjid kind-

Ij gave us the key?, and unlimited > ^eedom.
[ and we treated Fontaineblcau in a vej f lanuii>iar, easy manner. D., who came for u\a week

alter, and waB admitted on the day 8 jpfopri.ated to the public, nays he wiw taken hrougb
; at the rate of "sixty miles an hour," md uottually made sea-sick in a winding stairway.
I I expeot you will be provoked witl«me, Lr
> the hundredth time, for not giving yo'u some

j uohd information on what I have e**eo and
i heard. But I tax my memory in vaia.I can

r recollect nothing I felt imposed by, save the
r long suite of gorgeous apartments in which
5 his Holiness, the Pope Pius VII, was imprison:ed, for nearly two years. I could almost see

j the old man slowly pacing ovor the polished
floors, coming to meet hie jailor, the man of

> destiny; and, relatively, it seemed at the momenta contrast of strength and weakness.
;

But in an adjoining chamber is preserved the
j

little table on which his destiny, accomplished,
r was signed.his abdication, which n4lde the

vast empire vanish like a dream! La* uo one

j pasa without regarding well this rS;io.tho
. marks ol the peuknite, which, while ?e delib|erated, he impatiently and abstracted? t struck
! into its surface. Tne history lef: in tills, upon
t the little table, talis more of tho man t Ian volumeaof biography. From all the iqaterial
r things, I turned continually, as I waited, day
9 after day, through the long halls ad silent
a chambers, to the unseen life my imagination
t gave birth to. Queens of a by gone day rustled

in brocades past mc; the brave, rude men.
i poets and artist?, were around mo continually.

i\\l
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I could see Jean Jacques Rousseau, listening in
delight to his own play, badly performed, bocausoweak royalty smiled upon him. I could
see Voltaire sneering at the royalty that presumedto smilo on him. IF ppirits no longer of
this world, yet rotaining the feelings born in
their brief caroer, could control material
things, these grand old rooms would no longer
be silent.to some, doors would open and sweet
musio greet their entrance; to others these
doors would shut, and chairs, tables, and even
altar candlesticks, bocomo means of effence.
Who is it that Bays that they who have

given themselves up to vile pursuits on earth,
and do bad deeds, will follow the same path,
and, re-enact again and again forevor their
evil actions? I ant inclined to believe such
dieams. and received from Monsieur K , the
architect, in illustration, the following narra-
tion of a night within the unseen life if Fon-
tainebloau, with decided belief: i

PHANTOMS.
After the destruction off the reef and part of

the walls, the death of called me to Paris,
where I remained tome weeks, during which
our work was suspended. I returned at tho
end of that time, howevor, with the neceesary
orders to continue the new theatre. I left in
the afternoon trains, and arrivod in one of tho
ugiieet winter storms to be witnessed in France.
After a hearty dinuer at the hotel, aud sleepy
readiugs by-nods of the day's papers, I at last
gathered up my little baggage, and wended my
way to the snuggery which I had appropriatedin tho palace as a sleeping apartment. I
passed the sentries, mufiicd in their cloaks
and crouching closely to their boxes, and almoststopped in tho grand court where so many
events have been enacted. I could see the dim
outline of the palace.I oould almost reoog-
nise tho circular stairway, which so many
kings, quoene, courtiers, statesmen, beauties,
and generals, had traversed, and down which
Napoleon camo to embrace in a last adieu
his Old Guard. As I hesitated for a second,
staring ipto the wild night, the old clock above
the doorway toliod out the hour of ton. It was
indeed tho voice of time, tolling its ghostlySummons iuto the drowsy ear of night. 1 pull-
od my cloak closer about mo, and eought my J
little room.
To my groat horror, I found, from some interferenceby our workmen with the roof,

the continued rain and enow of tho past week
had found their way in, and my room was

anything but habitable. 1 bad to find ether
quarties, and tho idea of wandering through
the vast Chateaa in search of a resting place
seemed as dreary as such a search would be
through a desoried town at midnight. I had
no help for it, however. $o, desceudiug to the
lodge, I secured the services of old Marie and
two men, and we set off in our search for a

sleeping room. I knew the most inhabitable,
at least tho most comfortable, wore thoso of
the Princess , known as Madame de la
Pompadour's, and thither I conveyed my escort.Here three rooms are almost thrown
into one, being separated at the doorways
only by the heavy tapestry. The smaller, tiio
bed-room, is a perfect gem. The floor is coveredwith a carpet, in which tho foot rinks
noiselessly: the walls are hung with the finest
satin ; tho furniture, of costly woods, is reflected
in tall mirrors, and set off' by ruro paintings,
any one of which is worth a jcurncy to look
upon. <

Madame Mario soon arranged the hugo bed,
and ordered the men to light tho pile of wood
in the fire-place of the larger room. Tho.
smoke, for a while, rolled heavily into tho
apartmrnt, but as tho beat gathered force,
took tbb proper direction, and in a few minutes
I had a capital fire. L«ft to myself, I drew an
arm-chair from its plsco. and, for mere than
an hour, sat looking into tho sputtering lire,
and listening to the storm rattle aud beat upon
the windows. Drowsy at last, I stole to my
strange bed.so strange, that I soon wakened
to a senso of restlcssncse, to rae unacccunta-
bio. I could not get to sleep, but turned and
turned for hours, listening to the furious storm,
or locking at-thc fire. At last the blare went
down, and shadows, more and more gloomy,
seemed to dance upon tho goblin tapestry in
the adjoining chambor, into which 1 looked,
giving a sort of life to tho vivid figures. I
could, between eleopirg and waking, almost
tee tbo figures move. In vain I attempted to

sleep; the drowsy god forsook my couch, the
more I courted his rcothing presence. My
mind took up tho many legends.the many
cruel deeds, which had offoo made the very
stones quake with fright. I thought of the
poor man broken alivo upon tho wheel by
Louis the Jitst, because a clumpy trick, harmful
to no one but himself, had tailed. All tho i

sudden deaths, and mysterious disappearances,
would tnrong rny Drain, i saw jeaioua ana \

infuriated Christine of Sweden approach 1

Mouahiescbi, in the dim and ghostly ' gallery i

of Cerfs," and demand the authorship of cor- i

tain letters to a fair Italian. I saw her beokcu ]
the two assassins and the priest; 1 heard again i
the supplications for life.the strange abtjolu- 1
tion; 1 saw thG murderous attack upon tho
unarmed man, who, clad in coat of mail, re- i
sistru with his hands, until face and hands <

were cut to piece8, and, a frightful spectacle, <
he blindly Hot? from his assassins, vainly cryingfar mercy.until ho foil, djing by inches.

I could not clear my brain of this stuff, t

whilo tho si rm dasiiod itself against the lingo i

windows; the fire gradually burned down, untiltho room became moro dim. and loLg shadownbr>gan to play upon the goblin tapestry, as i

if the figures, endow, d with life, were flitting s

by and at each other. I would drop into a i

doz». and start out again, as if upon the watch,
with a feverish bouso of uneasiness, difficult to <

describe. At laot, I became conscious of some <

ono being in tho room.the larger room ad- i

joining, where now emouldeied the fire, and ]
into which I looked through tho folding, dra- <

peried doors. Yea, it was. surfely so; some one i

stood before the fire. Strange to say, I was
not startled, or alarmed, only influenced by a l
strange sense of awe. I could not, and yet I ^

couid. see distinctly: the defails were uaoer- i

tain, but the genoral outlines were there, mark- i

ing the fearful man.for it wa9 indeed him. t
I saw the cocked hat.I could almost foe the 1
clear, ooid face.the over-coat, tho hands fold- i
ed behind his back. Yes. he etood before that i

fire, as he had etood before the most fearful i

camp-fires of Europe.
While 1 gazed, spell-bound, upon this appn- rition,another started into existence, from, I i

thought, the very tapestry, at tho farther end 1

f -»it o]a\L'1«t on/1 **'i U L-itt z*1 >
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atateliness, stalked across tho fl wr, a gigantic
figuro, dressed in the costume of another age ;
and, an it turned it3 face slowly as it advanced
toward3 the fire-placc. I Faw the straight line
from the forehead to the end of the nose, which
marks so decidedly his portrait in the Lout re
On he vralktd, turning his head with a stare

of surprise, until ha melts into the heavy gloom
gathered at the further end of the apartment.
And no# come two others.the one, fair and
beautiful as a Bummers day, her long, silken,
auburn locks falling over, and almost hiding,
the lustrous blue eyes; the ether, daik as night.
They, too, glids on and disappear, to be followedby one unlike all others. What a fierce,
Btern woman ! I what a cruel, cold eye! She,
too, tbo mother of kings, passes on, glaring in
hatred at the motionless figure before the dying
fire. Hardly had tbo scowling apparition disappeared,than another came, and so, in cod- \
trast, he seemed an angel of light: mild, quiet, I
passing slowly on. He gezed, too, in the same 1
direction with the others, but in rather a look
of curious astonishment than scorn or hatred.
His is not a martial troad or look, yet from the
oap droops a long, white feather, tnat seems to
be beckoning columns on through the Mark,
thick smoke of battle, while from his breaA the
red blood welled out, soiling his white vest.
He is gone, and after a pause appears two

shadows.tho one indistinotand uncertain, with
the crown only clearly marked and glittering;
but his companion, tall, thin, is distinctly visible,with eagle eyes and hooked nose and tho
thin lips. He smiles proudly upon tho form
which has disturbed them all, and, as he passes
on, a smile of recognition seems to play al>oat
his lips. They two arc gone; and now they
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come, not one. nor two, but crowds of shadowy,
kingly things, flitting by liko figures in a distempereddream. They are gone; and while
the wind seems breathing a funeral dii;ge, appearsan old, oid man, bent with age, Who tottersby, and, without turning or exhibiting any
emotion other than grief, disappears.the last
of a royal line. There is a long pause.still
the forms before the dying fire stand motionless.Will there be another? I strain my eyes
to see. The fire burns lower and lower: while
the gloom deepens, tbo storm grows loud apace,
and seems to change into the echoing roar of
cannon and wild cries, as if a nation were

gathering into strife; and now a terrific explosion,and Fontainebleau seems falling about me
in ruins. I involuntarily close my eyes, and
open them to find the oold, gray light of a winter'sdawn stealing into the room. My dream
was eoded: tbo speotroi had fl:d at the ghoet'o
summons; for,

" The sentinel cock, shrill chanticleer,
Had wound his bugle horn,

And told tbo early villager
Tho coming of "the morn."

For the National Era.
THE 8T0EY OF C05SEJAVAT1VK.

BY LYDIA A. CALDWELL.

He lived very far away, beyofld where the
blue of the sky and the itoeper blue of the hiils
meet and touch each other. Where it was, 1
cannot exactly tell; but, at all events, it was

very far from here. "But," you a-k, "what
was his name?" As for me. I cannot tell. A
wind in tho woods, tho other day. said that his
name waa Conservative. It may be; we will
call him so. Ho was of a very large family:
he had many brothers and sisters He was of
a very high family, too. and boasted much of
tho lara blood of his ve:ns, though it is whispered(this, also, is upon the authority of the
wind) that this eame rare blood might bo
traced back to r.n old gardener. who once lost
his place for eouio petty peccadillo.

It was a beautiful oountry whero Conservatismdwelt. In the spring-time, the hills and
woods and meadow lands wero green as green
could bo; and among the deep, sweet grass
were sprinkled violets and golden-hearted daisies.eo thick that your lightest step raustneods
scent tho air sweet with their delicate odor.
The fiue, tangled roots, deep down in tho
earth's brown bosom, felt a warm thrill when
the sunlight of April lay among the grass abovo,
and shot up small buds, that unfoiaod delicate
blue and pink bloome, which grow to a now
and dearer beauty every day.

There were a great many winds, various and
sweet-toned, that told tales all the day long,
each one of which was new and more wonderfulthan any that tut-y had ever told before.
And there wero thousands of birds.birds that
built their nests in all tho trees, and that had
new tonga every morning, and sang from davvn
till dusk; ar.d there were .some that oven sang
deep into the night. And what was eaid iu
these soDgs no man pould ever guess, enly that
they wero the overflowing of a ncvcr-onding
and evor-increasing delight.
There wero streams that watered this country; brooks, sweet-voiced and garrulous, that

were always babbling their happiness and
wonder, as they flowed through the greenness
of this delicious region, to a river which was
far away ; and this river caught them up iu
its wide-spread arms, and bora them on with a

deep and solemn sound, to a grrat sea, deeper
than any man could guess, much less measure.
But Conservative was not happy in this

beautiful land, for he was half blind, and, withall,somewhat deaf. The mingled" voices ol'
birds, and brock?, and winds, and added to
these, the sound of that far-off, mysterious sea.
which seemed gathering every thing to itself.ail
these troubled and confused him. All day
long, tho clouds, purple, and gold, and blue,
brilliant and swift-like, wondrous and strangedyedbird", flitted across tho upper deep; and
they oppressed him with a senso of change
Lad mutability.
The troe sprouted its pale fob ago, and wrap-

pod it about it like a veil of delicate grooo.
Anon it deepened to a richer hue. and sproad
the full perfection cf its leaf, nr,d, putting on,
Fold after fold, its greenness, hid among its
branches small, delicate buds. Later, thrBe
burst into fl ei s, and the tree gTew »v bite with
bloom: r.nd. later still, the blossom ripoucd to
Lhe fruit. Then there came a change. The
dusters, large and sweet, fell, as also fell the
leaves, pale and sick, into the lap of the araor>usearth, until the tree stood naked and for-
lorn, its unolnd branches beating each the other
with a mournful sound.
Conservative grew sad to fee it. " Wherefore,

J tree! ao ycu tnus cnangc :" ne stia.
; Wherefore? Why would you not wear your
?T>rin£ garments forever ? ' A wind among
he branches made answer to him, but ho only
aalf heard it; it only seemed to him as a sorrowfulsound, (ono of many.) which mado iifo
Jitter and terrible.
And as Conservative thought of it, mournuily,he noticed a flower, wfcich, having bloomidits time and perfected its seed, was witbiring.
" Aad you, too, flower!" he said, "why

were ycu not content to l>e a biid, that you
ihould untold your he irt lo the iun, that ho
night wither yon ? "
Then the flower replied, very f. Ally,
" Were it well to bo always a bud, think

jrou? Is it not the beautiful order of Nature,
;bat oach individual life should strive to creep
jp into a higher?"
There is no beauty to fair, but there is one

liviner; there is no hope so high, but thero is
me above it. Through all the world do wo

rot go from the'Here unto the fairer Beyond?
Prom my dust will be moulded a higher type
>f beauty, and from my breath be distilled a
nora exquisite odor. I am not lost."
Bat Cor.eorvr.tive heard none of this; the

lower spoke too eoltiy. But while the flower
was yet speaking, a brook came to his feet, and
us it came, it leaped up and laughed. It wen
i silvery, sweet, musical laugh, and 60 liquid
:bat it would have flowed through any other
!jeart than Conservative's, and watered it with
ts gladness, as it had watered the fields and
oaCEdow?, leaving greeu remembrances all
ilorg its way.
But it made Conservative angry. " Why are

you here ? " said he. " Why are you caroerngthrough the world in this tipsy manner ?
Why are you swimming away from home ? Is
t well that you should go away, to be drunk
up by that great hungry eea, which never weariesor is satisfied, and on whosa vastness tfcc
wrecks and the dead drift and blacken, years
and vears, and are never seen nor heard of
mnrf. ^

'Ob,:' he groaned "I am weary of this con-
iinual change and unrest. VVill the world
sever bi at }>eac9, but fjrever n plicavo thus, as

f its firmest base wcra this, same deceitful
iea?"
He said this in anger; yet his passion was1

?o strange and sad, that the broftk took, a more
terious tone as it answered him. Hut still the
waters tmiled. and, ae they wont, flowed into
rhyme, so sweet that no humnti tongue could
mimic theru; but ait near aa one might guess
their meaning, it was this: " We, we are the
aatere ; and it is our nature that we go about
forever, searching for sonic heatiiiful end. Wo
50 around the earth, and compfcss it; and wo

augh as our shining arms embrace its bare,
brown bosom : and tarough italcountleas arto-
ries wo throb a warm and laying life. But, |
wherever we go, we are seeking this beautiful
>nd ; whether we go down into Ibe earth's deep
boscrn, or whether, climbing silkntly the invisible,aerial s airs, wo go up on high and span
ihe heavens in the in any-dyed arch. We never

rest; no, nor ever will until wo (find it; yet vro

we no; wcaiy. Wo delvo theaarth and ciimb
the sky, yet we do not tiro ; lor, whether wc
Eioat in the clouds or water the coral beds, still
we are approaching this same fuiTond.'"' TTien,
is the waters of the brook w idened into the
broader stream, they took a deeper tone aa

Lhey said : " Yet we, the watert, are a' typo of
man. Hia lila is one long search for a diviner
liood. It calh hiiu from afar, from mountain
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tops and high placos, and, shining forever op
among the stars, it beckons hiin. It calls him,
and ho goes after it. True. accident will often j
turn hioi aside from the right path, and human
patxion and weakness, working within him, will
cause him to listen to other voices than the one.
Local circi.mstanoo. too, will influence him yet,
eccentric as may b© his path, and devious his
wanderings, if ho bave tho echo of this voieo
within hissoul.and he besecking it, bo certainly
must find it at the last. And, though the fairnessof his proportions may bo marred by
error, if ho have this purpose in his hesrt. 'twill
serve to keep him pure and true. Thue tho
moon, in his long journeyings, is not the less a

globe because 6he sometimes falls beneath the
shadow of a broader orb, and may appe.tr to.
ub as but a silver thread. And this same prin-ciple which dwells in man, Works likewise
throughout all the umversc. Comets have a
rtd traek ashint Use space as the? hasten on,
and cveu tho firm-based earth itse.i slides for- '

ward in the general march. Vou, too. Con-
servative, (though you know it not.) are hurried
on, moved by tho irresistiblo foroo of the waves
of human being, which are swayed like the (billows of tho sea; by this same restioss longingfor a better Good.

While the stream was saying this, its voice
gradually became louder, so that Conservative
must Lave h^.ard the last, though had been
as deaf as tho stones over which the slrcam
rushed. And he did hear: but it only made
him very wroth, eo that he c;mm?iioed forth-
with to make a dam ecross the channel, so that.
spite of its loud w ords, it shouid not go further^
but by and by the stream raised a great laughat Conservative's dam, which be had constructedof clay and stones with incredible pains and
ingenuity ; and, as it laughed, it rent the dam
ai-ur.der, as a strong man nnght a barrier of
straw, (*i tee moment nearly Drustnng av. ay
the ingenious builder, hiaiHrif) ami bro it on
with itself to that fur-(IT sua, whithor it was
goiDg. So, ia spito of Cocsorvativ v'a worthy
endeavor, tiio tree sprouted its icaf and bore
its fruit, the fl >wer bloomed as was its wont,
and the stream went on its way, singing to the
Rea. Aye, und the sea itself heaved all the
same, and ebbed and iljwed with a continual
musical sound; for, look you, the moon up in
heaven did not mind Conservative's complaint! jBut hare, in justice to Conservative, I should Kay,that owing to his being partially blind, as 1 t
said before, be never more than half saw the '

moon, and probably novcr bal? guessed that
any power abovo his own heaped up too wa-
tore thus. And in order to drive the stream
up into the mountain again, (upon which
scheme ho had fully Bet his heart,) he went on
contriving mean* t<> build stronger dams;
theroby developing irtiaite genius and j-trse-
veranee, which, unfortunately fir the world.
r.evor succeeded in putting t >g. iher clay and
Btcncs so strongly 1 ut that the stream of timo
would at last waoh th.-m away. And so ho
went on contriving and building, end, for aught j1 know. Conservative is br.sy to th a day build-
iug darns.

So, this is the story of Conservative.

LITEliAKY NOTICES

Emblems, Divine and Moral. By Francis Quarter
Now York: Carter A Brother!. 8old by Gray A jBallantyne, Washington. 1 vol.. pp. 323. With
numerous wood cut.-'.

Francis Qaarlos hits been for many years a

favorite with no. This is not a book wo fcavo
oiico read and then put aside, but road and
read, with even now delight a*.d profit. It ir I
a bock full of piety and poetry. His style par-1
takoa of the taste of the age ia which lie wrote. 1
He was the cup-bearer to Elizabeth, ana

doubtless witnessed all those^aixurd mysteries
which were played at court, wniie Shakrpcare'ft
new play6 were first fresh from bis brain, and
first enacted at the Bull's Hud The itto. The
love of ciuips and conceits, which mar tho verse
now, occe were regarded it3 chi» f ornaments.
But these are as stray hairs upAr» a r.,bc of
velvet.and indeed wo confess to u leva of
them in Quailes, :is in Shah-pcare.in despite
of all that Dr. Jabm-oh ha? r.i'. r l v.h-,t

1-1 - X* .11 W %i
moru count :ie my, t:ian Mia.: a q .t; ;;o !

^hiikfrHpe»-c
" The fatal Cleopatra for whom he lost
The world, and was content to lose it''

The Emblems aro divided into five book=,
and are designed to show the pr gross of a

eoul's expcrienco from birth to tho grave. It
is of course a book of enigmas, never to be
solved by minds to whom a spiritual life is
unknown ; but no one can reed these Emblems
without admiring tho beauties scattered ovorv-

where, and epithets so rich and felicitous, that
Shakspeare, the player, is often rivalled by
Quartes, the Queen's cup-bearer. Wo give an

example, from Bor.k III, p. 165, Emblem IV*:
"Lord, if '.he poovish infant fights an,l flj^g
With unpar'd weapon?, at hi? mother's eyes,
llcr frowns (hali'mix'd with smiles) may chance to

show
An angry love-tick on bis arm, or so;
Where, if the Labs hut make a li#p and cry,
llcr heurt begins to melt, and by an.l by
She coaxes his dewy cheeks ; her b-bc tho blesses,
And choakes her language with a thousand kiesos
I am that child ; lo, here I prortrnto lie,
Pleading for mercy I repent and cry
For grncious pardon ; lot thy gontle oars

llear thnt in words, what mothers judge in tears;
See not my frailties. Lord, hut through my fear, ^
And look on ev'ry trespass through a tear; ,

Then cairn thine nnper, and appear more mild '

,

Remember, thou'rt a father, I a child."' ,

And if the poetry were not worth the price <

of the book there are prcci"U-! gems of thought <

extracted front the g oat fathers of patristic
piety at the end of each Emblem. While
there are go many hooks printed which must
die like bubble*, vc arc glad to wo a book reprintedwhich he* stood, ard will stand, the
test of human rcruiiny and of CarLtian cxpcii-
ence, to tho end of timo. t

Discourses and Sayings ok our Lord Jesus
Christ, illustrated in a Series of Expositions. By
John Brcwu, D. D.. Professor of Exegetical Thool- ]
ogy to the United Presbyterian Church, Edinburgh,
In 2 toIs., pp. 64k and liiw York : Parter J
Brothers. Sold by Cray A Ballantyne and Itobert <

Farnham, \\ ashingtont
Wc have carefully examined these volumeo.

They are worthy of the reputation of the au-
{

thor. His work on t.bo RrasLln Liths flrJatian? ,

wc hud tho pleasure to present to the n >tice of t
the readers of tho Era some ticse since, and wc7 Jhope tfca* notice may have led to tbe purchase
of that admirablo book. To such, wo need
only gey of this work, that it n another like
contribution to tho Letter knowledge of the
Word of God. The great quo&iion is, u What
think ye of Christ ? " On our answer to this
question hangs the destinies of the pro->ent and
the future. We are what our principles, motives,actions, mafco us to be; and our actions,
motives, and principles, in their highest and
happiest development, aro wrapped up in our
faith in Jesus Christ. Is is a union, one and
inseparable, now end forever. In thcao days
of rationalistic thcolcgy, it is der.irable that
works fitted to tncct the skepticism of philosopher^,(- falsely so called,') should bs in tbe
hands of all Ministers of the Gospel especially,
and in the hands of ail who*) tastes lead thorn
to read Commentaries on the Scripture*.

" A personal Deity is tho soul of natural religion; a personal Saviour.tho real living
Christ.is the soul of revealed religion." "The
Faith of Christ" lies at tho foundation of a

true Christianity. And this work, for beauti-

..
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Areata are entitled to fifty cents cn each t.*.n yearly
sub'criber, and twenty-five eenti oa each *> ,»**> '

»nl"'criber.exerpt trt tie or.-.-» ofdv '>.
A club of three aahecribera, one of a bom im»; U

an old one, at #5, will ertiti* the per.on n.sLh.i* it
up to a copy cf the F.ra for threo montba a elvb
five, ttvo of t. fcrm may be old onta, at id, n « «py
for *i* montht, a club of ten, five of wbcia n.ay t *

old one*, at #15, to a copy for one year
When a club of aubacribera haa been forw*id<*«l,

addition* may be made to it, on tfce r&me UtBf it
is not neceaaary tbat the members cf a club fbouli
receive thetr papers at the same post oflSce
The following gentlemen will act as agents it' the

cities named:
IT B. Knight, 48 Beekman street. New York
Wtn. Alcorn, 82A Lombard street Philadelphia.
J. A. Innis, Salem, Massachusetts.
C. A. Wall, Worcester, Massachusetts.

ful presentation of the te tchicga of Christ; enforcementof hie precept*; rioh, various, and
le&rnod illustrations of the texf, is an example
of the advance mudj upon like works of the
last eentury.the pious Matthew Henry, the
Icadcn-headed du'lnes* of John Gill, &:;d tL
sensible Thomas Scott; and all commentator-«
in English, with their "firstly*,'' "second!v.j
' hence learn," "practical remark, 1, 2, 3"
Dr. Brown's Expositions hare nothing of this
weary routine : all is freah, bright, and various;and the critical disquisitions «,n the t-x\
which autaoy plain people in reading Clarke'i
Ccmmcntaries, and others, arc here all brought
together at thj end of the several diCt >p-j »

the b'V k; eo that what is addr»-.-tid to tiio
render :s in the text, u: broken by

thex; 'stents of atniubir g and reels "f idietce.''It is from no wirli to sell a bock ve
wnto this notice, but that all to whom Chrisisprecicua, and his worda precious, may bo led
to put this book into libraries or upon a bool
shelf, where it will bo at hand to aid then to a

more puro and perfect realization of Him wh»
spake as never man spake. These words of
life, which, however wide and high the hntu -'t

soul may strotch in the growing grentne*-) f
man as an intellectual being, will cver.be tL
living fountains of purity, of gentleness, cf go< >J 1
DCs;', and of truth.

Boost's The*At Ersor K>oi.i.*ii Words. BylVer w

Mark llogot. Kditod by Barnas Scan. I>. D, Si"

r«.tary of the Maesachust its Board of Kdacatioi- J
Borton: Gould A Lincoln. Sold l.y Taylor A
Mrnry and It. Farcham, Washington. 1 vol., pj
4'8. 1
'i uis work will become too handbook of

every mao whoso business lieu in tho utm ot
words, to wham it ii> a matter of moment to J
hare the right word* in the right places, a-d
to 'whom style and variety of expression is

deemed worth labor vo attain. To editor*,
lawyer*, minister*, to say nothing of authors
and members of Congress this book is invalu
able. And whit is remark..ble, too.this is
the only work which has over appeared, of tho
kin J, in our language, tho body of which is
hero nnatomired, as it were, and distrihutd,
not under any mero philological arrangement,
connected with tho meebani*m end sh-ccturoof language, but dallied by the wants
of ti e mind with reference to the purposes
cf expression, and the aotar.l demands of
oral and written communication. Now that
this bonk is composed and published, tho won- J
dor is that it was never compiled and printed
centuries since. It is a work of vast labor and
pstirnt, careful, discriminating thought. Aft. r 1

a little use, this Thesaurus Will become as necesaryto everybody an Wofcatcr's Dictionary.
t
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TILE LEGAL TENURE UP SLAVERY.
LETTER XIY. j

TI1E COLONIAL LEOISI ATIP.K- HAT) NO Ai ,
THiJItITT TO LEGALIZE SLAVERY

To the Friends of Amtn. :n Liberty :

1 have proved, by tho testimony of elavchcl 1
ir»;; find eiav; v-!ij! V'.i' - jun *> that t':. '

wp.3 no Itgialation in ti :j country legalizing ,Shivery, during the C-lcni I pot a* .i I...
I« ng timeaftcrwa:d«. In the :i propria. place1 shall sustr n Urn by :!. y
holding and slavery-sustaining statesmen, ar.d
shall prove, also, by that testimony, tho tdd!t'cnril1 i t. that up to the ;. .r 1V.O, the d. )of tho Fugitive Slave Hill, there had bet n i >
State legislation. lcyal:z"ng Slavery. H it 1 ion
now call attention to aootl er » u di rati at, in jftl
respect to Colonial Slavery.
Could it be shown that Ci ni tl 1 git U
!'. fi In Rt of tl <||bad unfqui v^sr'lly, and d li i:t-!;authorised aud defined Slavery, ro far na tho

employment of any conceivable words a»<i
phrases could possibly do i:, there could have i
been no validity in such legislation, nor any
i'Tslily in Iho s-l:\veh 1.ato jn.pt* i to ,

legalized by it, for the plain reus >n that the jColonial Legislatures he! r.o <_ ! .i 'i: .i
power or authority to legalize Slavery ; but, on
the -tbor hard, were ur.d: er; .< n :1 <>IM
ttt: ins and i<rtrioti<..n* which would have i> n
dortd nugatory any enactment of th »t character.A lew simplo pror/pitiuna wi.l render *'l
thin point clear.

1. ' Slavery is condemned by the law of nature.andean oxi*t only by positive enno toon.
This is held by tbo Southern courts, i t is win
ur starting point in the bvgir ning of the jJ.
.it disoteiK n : ard ;h> :«tls.. ivundnti. i

my argument in thin letter.
2 My f< ond position i t' * the o ir.n: |law of Kr r' in,', r,o fur. at !. a. t. u thn t»" I
c r.'.o-r id.nti .: tic l<t<, rff

tor:- Ko if.h'l.ircnt --i.l In : : lawyer vil! I
thin!*, dirpite this,
"The law v hi eh supports Slav-ry and opposei Liberty, nru*t r.eocssarily bs condemned

in cruel, fi r ©very feeling of human nature adr-catcs Li bortv.".Fortiroue, He lamlihtt* legem)hap. 42 p. 101.
' I'lioeo rights which God and na'-wie hav c'.ahiifched,ana v hiuh ".re ti.< i1' re i a ;i n ' |ul rights, such us life «r: j liberty. r.eed > '

..

lii aid of hitimn lav vo 1 * moi <-t. |rented iu every man. thun they are. Neither
'.!< th::y derive any n<l :> .1 hit- r;M., v: ; I
leelured by the municipal law* to be inviifable.()a the conrraiy. so human leuislation
has power to abiuiue or i)l>troy t i ie m
unlc -a the owner pMu.11 hims» <: c ,.t .ait s m .

r»et iliat aruountg to a foif t< re of tfcem."'. '

Itir.clistene, vol. 1, p. 54. Lord Chief Justice
Holt *f.y*. ' lb It by thr en: law. lrn m:.
can havo p»ropertjr in another,' is an aeknovv!"igedaxiom, ai i ba"ed on the c u.ru n !.i
itjintlion of property, viz: 'The dubjccta of
dominion or pvor-.-rt- are a- c iiT. -o

tingaishei froin persons:
3. My third position ir, that thi3 common

law of Krigland is a fundamental part of tba
Briti»h Const tntioo, limiting the powers of tho
King *od Parliament, ju-<t as: th; Con-slitu' n
>f tlie United States limits tho powers of tho
frcs dent and Congree#. So that t!:-» Ki tg no 1
I'&rliament are inhibited by the B. i'i-h C n
dilution frcm lrgaliz ng S1avery. Should they
ittci.'ft to do ao, it would be the duty of ths
sourfti to declare euch enactment* uoocnetit.:.icnaiand void.

' 1: is g nc.uily laid down, I*1 -vt of Ih»eiamontcontrary to reason a:e vrid.".Blackison*,.

... i' When an ao? of I'arhnment i* against <K injionright or reaion, or impugn or imp m- 1
ale to bo performed, tin c> m:n.»n law will
jontrol it, and adjudgo bucH cc: to be void.'.
i CoW« Report:-, 118.

4 No National Government can confer on
ta rdjoidicate Colonial or Ten itorial Governments,any tx.wor or authority which it d ><:a
act ittelf po.*'«^<. For example, our Federal
Gov-rnmeot, having no conv.itutioaal powerto establish a form uf rebglon, or eonfer titioa
af nubility, or abridge fraodctn of epeeoh or ol*
the ptess,"cannot confer on its Territorial Governmentsany authority to do so. In like manner,tlio British Government, Laving no eonot

Ultima*r.a l.otity to icgahz; the ..'ay* trr.do<- 1Slavery, cooid not confer on the Cdocial Lefiarurita* y power to 'ega' ze th ni. II .d the <
U.-iti-L Government attempted to do thus, tho
attempt would have boen an aberuve « n", a»
nr a^ the legality of the elavo trade and Mareryare concerned.
5. But the British Government never didjoufcr or attempt to confer on the Colonialheg!slaturea the power of legalizing Slavery.S'o one will protend this. No one. cun point»»my grant} charter, cr other dooamcot, in


